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A Congrarulatory | 


On. His Highneb for 


The Prince of Orange, 


Upon his Arrival to Town. 


7 Bloom, oreat Hers: of Tlluſtrious Name: 


WW "Of Faith unſpotted, and unſpotted Fame. 
Welcom, as Showers to thirſty Earch,' or Light . 


'To Stort-toſt- Sailors, or to Lovers Night ! 

Qur clouded Ule was Clicky d to ſee afar 

The hopeful Glimpſes of our Morning Scar.” 

Our Hell-born Fiends and Spedters fled away, 

And durſt not ſtand the Teft of open Day. 8 
To. other Nations dreadful 'afe AlartfF, Teen 
Bur we Congratulate your Feacefal Arms: th 
You, like Alcides, take your Sword in Hand, 
Only to chaſe th Monſters from-our Land. 

You only Arm to make our Fumults ceaſe, 
Your Wars are glorious, for your End 1s ce. 
Our Virgin-Church to fave from Dragons Jaws, 
To fix Religion, and reſtore, our Laws: - 

Your Martial Aid reffores our Fublick-Weal, 
Your Sword is dipp'd in Balm, and drawn to Heal. 
Let guilty Rome, and yet more guilty France, 


'Tremble to ſee your glorious Arms adyance. 
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For though the P ridy of France, has {well'd fo hick, 
A Warlike E1Mpire's: Forces to- 'adhie,) 
To cruſh United States Confederate | | OW T, 
A nc ſileffe the loud Belgian Lyons Roar, 
Out longing Iſlanders ſhall now advance, 
WV ith ( ourage taught long lince, to Conquer France : 
Fſeize af once 7. Spoils of many a year, 
And cheaply win what they: oft* Bought too aear. 
'The terrour ſtyl of our Third Edward's Name; ' 
Repukes their] ride, and damps their ſwelling Fame. 
Nor can the Tide of many rowling years, 
Waſh the Rain'd Fields of C refſey "wand Poitteers. 
A Conſcious terrour ſtrik-s their Boſoms Qill, 
When they behold that famous. fatal Hill, | 
Where Edward with His Hoſt SpeQator ſtood) 
And left the PRINCE to make the Congueſt "Y | 
Nor has the black Remembrance left their Breſt, 
How our Fifth Har ry. to. their Paris preſt, eref 
V- hile Frapce wept Blood for their hot as ad $ Tet 
The Rriks Lyon with the Belgran - joyn d\; 4 
For univerſal Conqueſt ſeem. deſign'd : 
The Earth's one half to each muſt quit "the F ield, 
But where their bores joy, the World muſt | Field, 
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